PATENT  KEY 


a 


Cam  % 


H 


MRS.  STO^WE  IN  ENGLAND, 


A    LADY     T  N     N  E  W  -  Y  O  R  K  . 


^eto-Uork: 

PUDNEY    &    RUSSELL,    PRINTERS 
No.  79  John-Street. 


HE 


PATENT  KEY 


Stick  %m%  €Mi\ 


MRS.  STOWE  IN  ENGLAND, 


A     LADY    IN"     N  E  W  -  Y  O  B,  K  . 


PUDNEY    &    RUSSELL,    PRINTERS, 
No.  79  Joh.n-Strekt. 

1853. 


rei 


PREFACE. 


When  this  little  volume  was  commenced,  it  was  with,  no 
other  intention  than  that  of  self-satisfaction;  not  expecting 
that  any  eye  would  ever  rest  upon  it  but  the  one  that  followed 
the  tracings  of  the  pen,  and  the  ever  Watchful  Eye  that  direct- 
ed it.  The  first  prompting  motive  being  that  of  defending 
the  name  of  our  Almighty  Father,  when  attacked  by  a  set  of 
raving  maniacs,  traitors  to  their  country  and  their  God !  who, 
having  received  in  their  midst  a  firebrand  in  the  form  of 
"  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin,"  they  were  found  like  the  Israelites  of 
old,  dancing  around  and  worshipping  the  golden  calf,  hav- 
ing rejected  the  living  God — the  golden  calf  of  their  per- 
verted hearts,  but  more  so  to  the  craving  pocket  of  its  origina- 
tor. Truth  is  stronger  than  bars  of  iron,  and  knowledge  is 
better  than  gold ;  the  writer  claims  to  show  the  first  in  un- 
garnished  colors,  and  to  possess  the  latter  in  full,  not  being 
indebted  for  the  slightest  amount  of  information  from  any 
source  but  that  of  personal  observation,  and  obtained  in  a 
manner,  that  twenty  years'  residence  in  any  one  town  or 
neighborhood,  or  any  common  mode  of  travelling,  could  not 
have  secured. 

I  have  witnessed  more  happiness  among  the  slaves  of  the 
South  than  any  other  class  of  people  that  I  have  ever  known. 
Provided  with  every  desired  comfort— not  a  care  beyond  the 
present,  and  not  unfrequently  in  possession  of  a  residence  that 
a  nabob  might  be  satisfied  to  occupy,  they  know  comparatively 
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nothing  of  labor,  excepting  a  few  weeks  during  the  seeding 
and  harvest  seasons.  It  is  an  every  day  occurrence  to  meet 
with  a  master  possessing  a  "  St-.  Clair"  generosity,  and  prac- 
tising his  lenity,  but  never  have  I  met  with  the  shadow  of  a 
"  Legree" — never  have  I  seen  a  blow  administered  by  the 
master  to  a  slave  of  any  age,  under  any  circumstances,  or  in 
compliance  with  his  commands.  Yery  few  would  ever  have 
had  a  desire  beyond  the  limits  of  their  comfortable,  happy 
homes,  had  it  not  been  for  the  meddlesome  interference  of  a 
class  of  people,  whose  element  is  contention  and  strife,  whose 
most  satisfactory  employment  and  sole,  aim  is  to  vilify  and 
traduce  the  characters  of  their  fellow-beings ;  yea,  even  that 
of  God !  At  an  abolitionist  convention  recently  held  in  Bos- 
ton, the  following  remarks  (it  has  been  reported  in  the  news 
of  the  day)  were  made  by  Henry  0.  Wright  of  that  city. 

"  If  God  approves  of  slavery,  I  will  set  my  heel  upon  Him/  I 
will  not  obey  such  a  God — I  will  put  Him  on  the  auction  block 
and  sell  Sim.  like  a  beast — I  will  spend  my  money  to  overthrow 
such  a  God  !p  Another— The  Flag  of  our  Union — "Garrison, 
while  spouting  treason  in  this  city,  thanked  God  that  he  was  not 
recognized  as  a  Christian.''''  The  editor  farther  remarks : 
"  probably  Christians  thank  God  for  the  same."  Let  a  nation 
tremble  that  contains  such  a  set  of  fanatics  and  blasphemers, 
Jest  they  share  in  the  heavy  judgments  that  must  ultimately 
fall  on  their  heads.  Having  been  educated  in  the  school  of 
adversity,  and  tried  in  the  furnace  of  affliction — I  love  the  Great 
Teacher  I  yea,  love  Him  too  well  to  hear  His  name  reproached 
and  placed  with  the  lowest  grade  of  His  works.  Next  to  my 
God,  dearest  to  my  heart,  is  the  honor  of  my  native  land.  A 
stain  has  been  cast  upon  it  by  one  of  our  own  people,  and 
stamped  by  a  foreign  hand.  A  stigmal  that  demands  the  at- 
tention of.  every  true  American  patriotic  heart.  The  writer 
has  endeavored  to  depict  the  evils  arising  from  many  other 
manias  of  the  day,  and  also  to  show  their  origin,  particularly 
that  of  "Woman's  Rights."      If  each  and  all,  individually, 
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were  as  anxious  to  ascertain  the  right,  and  practice  it,  as  they 
are  to  demand  it  of  others,  few  there  are  who  would  have  oc- 
casion to  complain  of  wrong. 

When  God  created  man,  He  placed  him  u  a  little  lower  than 
the  angels,"  and.  whenever  he  descends  from  that  position,  he, 
of  course,  is  out  of  his  sphere.  All  nature  proves,  in  addition 
to  the  word  of  God,  that  man  was  physically  designed  to  be 
woman's  protector,  but,  as  much  more  so  in  a  moral  point  of 
view,  as  the  beauties  of  the  immortal  spirit  are  transcendent 
over  the  animal  nature. 

Man  has  been  very  properly  compared  to  the  oak,  and 
woman  to  the  vine,  as  it  was  evidently  the  wise  design  of 
God,  that  man  should  be  the  protection  and  support  of  woman, 
as  the  oak  is  that  of  the  tender  vine,  that  tremblingly  clings 
to  his  sturdy  form  and  powerful  arm.  The  comparison  may 
be  far  extended :  that  when  the  blasting  autumn  winds  strip 
the  giant  of  the  forest  of  his  decorations,  and  all  his  beauties 
are  shaken  off  and  scattered  hither  and  thither,  does  the  beau- 
tiful vine,  that  has  been  gracefully  twining  herself  about  him, 
striving  to  adorn  the  roughest  pari?  of  his  nature,  forsake  him 
and.  offer  her  services  to  decorate  and  beautify  the  form  of' 
some  of  his  more  elegant  companions '?  No !  she  also  casts  off 
her  vesture,  and  sympathizingly  mourns  the  departure  of  his 
glory,  smiling  when  he  smiles,  and  weeping  when  he  weeps  : 
or  should  a  more  envious  blast  prostrate  his  giant  form  to  the 
earth,  she  would  still  be  found  clinging  more  closely,  as  if 
she  would  hide  his  disgrace  and  share  his  misfortunes.  Let 
man  recollect,  that  while  it  is  his  right  to  be  the  oak,  it  is  also 
woman's  right  and  privilege  to  be  the  vine,  and  the  obligation 
is  more  binding  on  him  to  stand  as  her  protector,  than  for  her 
to  look  to  him  for  protection;  but,  when  she  finds  herself  shaken 
off  by  her  natural  supporters,  and  by  them  thrust  down  to  the 
earth,  shall  she  remain  there,  to  be  trampled  upon  by  every 
passer  by,  till  she  becomes  degradingly  mixed  with  the  earth 
herself?     Nay!  let  her  rise  from  her  degradation,  and  rear  her 
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feeble  head ;  the  howling  blast  will  pass  more  lightly  over  her 
fragile  form,  and  the  mighty  storm  that  would  rend  the 
haughty  oak,  will  only  cause  her  to  bow  her  delicate  frame 
until  it  has  passed  over,  when  she  will  arise,  beautified  by 
the  cleansing  torrent  from  the  clouds  of  adversity.  Then 
blame  her  not,  if,  in  the  spirit  of  her  resentment,  she  aspires  to 
sustain  herself  as  independently,  if  not  as  firmly,  in  as  high  a 
position  as  the  towering  head  and  hardened  brow  that  has 
frowned  her  down.  Let  man  again  assume  his  proper  posi- 
tion, as  the  oak  of  the  forest,  and  kindly  offer  his  outstretched 
arm  as  woman's  protector  rather  than  her  oppressor,  perhaps 
destroyer,  and  she  will  as  naturally  and  cheerfully  become 
the  vine,  as  nature  in  the  spring-time  will  re-assume  her 
beautiful  garments,  after  having  mourned  their  departure 
through  a  desolate  winter ! 


THE 
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Kind  spirit  of  my  Muse  return— 
My  warm  petition  pray  not  spurn  ! 
I  know  thou  dost  my  quill  inspire, 
And  warm  my  breast  with  poet's  fire ; 
But  I've  repuls'd  thy  voice  of  song, 
And  wand'ring  left  thy  bow'r  full  long  ; 
Yet  do  not  tire — I  love  thee  well ; 
Oh  !  cast  around  thy  mystic  spell, 
And  warm  my  soul  with  thy  embrace, 
Till  I  can  pen  thy  magic  grace  ; 
'Tis  not  from  choice,  I  ever  leave 
Thy  wing — or  e'er  would  cease  to  weave 
A  chaplet  for  thy  glowing  brow, 
Or  sing  thy  favors  that  I  know  ; 
But  grov'ling  earth  with  all  her  cares, 
Will  twine  around,  till  unawares 
I  find  my  mind — my  frame  and  soul ! 
Within  her  sordid  grasp's  control ; 
And  struggling  then  I  strive  to  cast 
Her  fetters  strong,  but  find  too  fast 


Fm  bound — I  pray  but  lend  thine  aid 
This  once  again — do  not  upbraid  I 
Then  at  thy  slMne  for  evermore, 
I'll  bow  the  knee — thyself  adore  ! 
Oh!  tune  thy  lyre — inspire  the  string, 
Let  me  its  proudest  measures  bring  ; 
I  sing  in  praise  of  Great  Supreme— 
Thy  majesty  to  be  my  theme  ! 
Thine  endless  love  inspire  my  song— 
Thy  wisdom  and  thy  justice  strong— 
To  join  with  seraphs  to  adore  ; 
And  weeping  at  thy  throne  implore, 
Thy  mercy  on  our  fallen  race. 
Oh  God !  how  short  must  be  the  space. 
Ere  we  must  feel  Thy  judgments  just, 
To  crush  a  nation  to  the  dust ; 
That  dare  arise,  blaspheme  Thy  name, 
Without  remorse  or  sense  of  shame — 
Or  question  thee  of  Thy  design, 
When  Thou'st  created  all  divine ; 
In  wisdom  giv'n  to  all  a  place, 
Ethereal  and  terrestrial  space  !    s 
What  if  celestial  bodies  rise, 
Rebel  and  say,  Thou  art  not  wise  1 
We  better  know  than  He  that  made 
Our  forms — our  bounds  and  limits  stayi 
The  polar  star  would  be  the  sun — 
Eair  Venus  say  her  race  was  run, 
Unless  with  Dian  could  compare, 
And  in  her  glories  have  a  share — 
The  morning  star  say  I  will  wait, 
And  show  myself  at  future  date ; 


Revolt — the  glorious  god  of  day, 
Till  lesser  orb  shall  join  his  way  ! 
Obedient  to  the  high  behest, 
They  run  their  course,  nor  seek  to  rest. 
And  singing  join  in  praise  of  Thee — 
The  Great— The  Wise— Eternal  Three  ! 
Shall  man  then  ask  what  thou  hast  done ; 
"Who  to  redeem — Thou  gav'st  Thy  son  ! 
Blaspheming  call  upon  Thy  name, 
To  answer  for  the  works  they  blame  % 
Hast  not  the  wisdom  of  a  God — 
"  Who  bends  the  Heavens'  with  a  nod  !" 
Divided  well  the  race  of  man, 
And  giv'n  to  each  allotted  span? 
To  some  He  gave  the  kingly  wand ; 
On  others  he  hath  set  a  brand, 
And  mark'd  them  as  the  sons  of  toil, 
Giv'n  manly  strength  to  till  the  soil ; 
And  had  not  sinful  man  transgress'd 
Fair  nature's  laws — they  still  had  bless'd 
Their  native  soil— and  o'er  it  trod, 
A  happy  race —  Yet  marked  of  God  ! 
Who,  in  His  wise  unerring  love, 
Hath  done  all  well — below — above ! 
Hath  giv'n  His  laws  distinct  and  clear ; 
And  made  each  happy  in  their  sphere. 
Shall  earth  presume  to  change  Thy  plan, 
Remove  a  stain  Thou'st  set  on  man  ! 
And  raise  degraded  race  to  be, 
Equal  to  those  that  image  Thee  1 
The  stain  is  not  confin'd.  to  skin, 
But  penetrates  deep — deep  within — 
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Till  in  the  heart  and  mind  is  seen, 
But  little  light  to  intervene  : 
" Bring  on  a  level!" — is  the  cry, 
Of  those  who  in  the  race  descry- 
Some  magic  charm,  that's  hid — alas  ! 
From  those  who  have  not  magic  glass — 
From  those  who  have  not  taste  to  love, 
The  Ebon  skin,  with  wool  above, 
"Bring  on  a  level!" — 'Tis  easy  done — 
They  soon  will  see  the  laurels  won, 
To  deck  the  wool  and  tainted  skin, 
If  they  continue  in  the  din 
Of  cursing,  and  like  madmen  rave, 
They'll  bring  the  nation  to  a  grave  ; 
On  which  a  slave  may  dance  and  sing, 
From  lowest  grade  that  earth  can  bring  ! 
Who  is  the  slave  ?     Not  those  who' re  sold 
For  certain  price  in  change  for  gold  ; 
Not  those  who  own  a  master's  hand, 
Or  on  the  auction-block  doth  stand ; 
You  ask  of  them,  would  you  be  free? 
Or  would  you  change  your  skin  with  me? 
"  Oh,  no  !  Me's  happy — dat's  enough  ! 
We  hear  much  'bout  your  freedom  stuff; 
But  some  we  know  dat's  gib'n  free, 
Dat  would  be  grad  to  be  like  me  ; 
But  massas  will  not  hab  'em  back ; 
Yah !  yah !  so  den  dey  hab  to  track  !" 
But  some  there  are  that's  been  decoy'd 
By  those  who've  meddled  and  destroy'd 
A  happiness  that  few  doth  know, 
In  freedom's  land  with  brow  of  snow  ! 


11 


Slavery — is  but  a  name  that's  given, 

Where  not  a  link  in  chain  is  riv'n  ; 

By  whom  fair  freedom's  better  known, 

Than  those  who've  seeds  of  discord  sown ; 

Ah — Slave  !  how  oft  I've  crav'd  thy  lot, 

When  plac'd  in  some  Elysian  spot, 

'With  friend  to  watch — Not  master ! — No! 

Not  deer  more  free  than  thou  could'st  go ; 

With  heart  as  light,  and  buoyant  mind, 

As  feather  floating  on  the  wind ! 

Happy !  for  God  hath  instinct  giv'n, 

To  lead  thee  to  thy  lower  heaven  ; 

Where  in  thy  fancy  thou  wilt  greet 

Thy  kindred  gone,  on  gold'n  street ; 

With  silver  slippers — dress  to  compare. 

Through  gates  of  pearl  to  enter  there ! 

Like  Indian  race — if  I  will  dare — 

To  such  inferior  class  compare, 

A  race  that  far  our  own  outvies — 

In  powers  superior — none  denies ! 

Will  take  his  gun  and  hunting-spear, 

And  faithful  dog  his  way  to  cheer  ; 

Till  he  shall  reach  the  favor'd  land, 

Where  he  will  meet  his  warrior  band  ! 

So  each  expect  in  the  world  of  bliss, 

To  enjoy  what  best  they've  lov'd  in  this  ! 

Is't  slavery  1  ah !  withhold  the  name — 

It  is  not — cannot  be  the  same ! 

The  better  name  Protection  give 

A  system  that  will  ever  live  ; 

While  wild  fanatics  rave  and  rend, 

And  call  themselves  the  slave's  best  friend ; 
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They  talk  of  something — know  not  what ; 

For  all  the  knowledge  they  have  got, 

Has  been  from  whom,  for  love  of  pelf. 

Would  make  a  slave  and  sell  himself! 

He  lectures  long,  and  raves  aloud — 

And  calls  upon  promiscuous  crowd 

To  lend  him  aid— the  slave  set  free. 

Behold  !  the  slave  to  mammon — -he! 

He  gathers  gold  and.  silver  pence, 

For  pleading  long  in  slave's  defence  ; 

He  pockets  it — well  satisfied — 

"  Cost  but  a  lie — Fm  glad  I  tried!" 

While  some  will  find,  in  "  Uncle  Tom," 

A  subject  good  to  build  upon; 

But  show  an  "  Uncle  Tom,"  and  then, 

1  will  believe  that  one  has  been ; 

A  case  like  "  Uncle  Tom's" — might  be — - 

But  when  a  thing  like  that  I  see, 

Or  appertaining  thereunto, 

I'll  then  believe  as  many  do. 

That  owning  and  protecting  slave, 

Is  greatest  sin  this  side  the  grave  ! 

Who  is  the  slave  1  Again  I  ask — 

Is't  he  performs  a  daily  task, 

And  then  retires  without  a  care  % . 

And  who's  been  taught  to  send  a  pray'r 

To  Him,  who's  ear  is  ope  to  all — 

The  king — the  slave — and  childhood's  call ! 

To  writer  fair — much  praise  is  due — 

To  fiction  giv'n  appearance  true ; 

At  first— created  "  Uncle  Tom," 

And  built  his  "  Cabin" — and  then  from 
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His  clanking  chains  to  forge  a  "  Key," 
And  open  all  the  mystery ! 
Oh !  writer  fair — I'd  ask  of  thee, 
Did'st  thou  but  think  to  forge  a  "Key" 
Of  patent  form,  to  fit  and  turn 
In  many  locks,  that  thou  might'st  learn 
The  misery  of  the  slave — indeed! 
Then  write — "  that  those  who  run  may  read  !' 
While  honor'd  in  a  foreign  land, 
Do  not  forget  the  slavish  band 
That  groans  beneath  oppression's  rod- 
Knows  nothing  of  a  living  God  ! 
Those  whom  His  hand  hath  made  to  be, 
Equal  to  any  of  high  degree : 
Can'st  thou  unlock  or  help  to  save, 
The  miner  from  a  living  grave  1 
Draw  from  the  bowels  of  the  earth, 
All  those  who  have  not  from  their  birth, 
Seen  light  of  day,  or  known  of  aught 
But  slavish  labor's  bitter  draught  1 
Or  open  wide  the  granary  door, 
To  feed  the  wretched  starving  poor, 
Who  toil  from  morning  light  to  eve, 
Without  one  moment's  short  reprieve ; 
Then  crawl  into  a  straw-worn  bed, 
For  sustenance!  a  crust  of  bread  ! 
Then  others  taking  up  the  space, 
Vacated  by  the  care-worn  race, 
To  labor  on  till  morning's  beam 
Gives  them  a  short  and  fitful  dream, 
On  thorny  pillows  where  they  lay, 
And  sleep  beneath  the  noontide  ray : 


14 


Ah !  such  a  slavery,  the  Most  High 

Will  stamp  as  one  of  deepest  dye! 

Who  are  these  slaves  to  misery  bound  ? 

Are  they  vile  culprits,  who've  been  found 

Guilty  of  crime,  outlaws  austere, 

That  they  must  suffer  thus  severe'? 

Or  do  you  find  the  hoary  head 

Repose  on  thorny,  care-worn  bed  1 

Or  even  man  mature  in  years, 

That  rests  on  pillow  steep'd  in  tears  ! 

Nay  !  None  of  these.     Ye  stars  turn  pale 

While  I  unfold  the  horrid  tale  ! 

'Tis  childhood — infancy  ! — that  toils, 

To  load  a  treasury  with  spoils ! 

Sweet  innocence — that  angels  love, 

And  all  their  sighs  will  waft  above ; 

Will  bear  unto  the  living  throne, 

The  briny  tear  and  bitter  groan  ! 

Ah!  "  Uncle  Tom" — thou  ne'er  did'st  know 

Of  such  a  tale  of  sin  and  woe  ! 

Thou  dost  not  claim  to  e'er  have  heard, 

Abuse  to  child  by  deed  or  word  ! 

Oh  !  freer  far  in  mind  and  frame, 

Than  those  wno  would  thy  owners  blame; 

As  free  as  wild-bird — happy  ever  ! 

There's  nought  from  thee  thy  joys  to  sever — 

Forever  bounding  in  thy  glee — 

Ever  laughing — shouting — cheerily ! 

Creator  of  our  "  Uncle  Tom," 

I  pray  thee  draw  a  lesson  from 

The  suff'rings  that  you  there  behold, 

And  forge  the  "  Key"  that  will  unfold, 
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^Whsit  foreign  slav'ry  is,  and  how, 
For  fear  of  man,  they  cringing  bow  ; 
Of  their  own  race  in  native  land, 
Are  held  in  bondage  by  a  band — 
A  hard  aristocratic  clique, 
Who  "  grind  the  faces  of  the  weak !" 
If  you  but  had  an  ebon  friend, 
With  duke  and  duchess  to  attend — 
With  menials  white — a  nation's  wreck  ! 
The  royal  chariot  to  bedeck — 
They  then  could  ride  in  triumph  there, 
Nor  beggar's  bones  or  necks  need  spare ! 
And  now,  my  friend,  beware,  I  pray  ! 
You  must  remember  well  the  day, 
When  Dickens  visited  our  shore ; 
A  Mrs.  Trollope  and  some  more— 
That  honor'd  were  on  every  side, 
That  thickly  pour'd  from  far  and  wide ; 
Till  like  a  set  of  apes  and  goats, 
Or  certain  biped  that  e'er  floats, 
On  glassy  surface  gabbling  loud, 
Our  people  all  did  gape  and  crowd ! 
What  did  they  get  in  turn  I  say, 
Did  they  receive  in  honor,  pay  % 
They  all  receiv'd  as  'hap  you  will, 
A  hearty  brush  from  sland'rous  quill ! 
They  meet  you  with  a  smiling  lip, 
But  give  your  back  a  snarling  grip? 
If  I  may  my  opinion  give, 
I  in  a  land  of  freedom  live — 
Had  "  Uncle  Torn"  not  known  a  spice, 
Of  slander  work'd  in  very  nice — 
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I  rather  think  they  ne'er  had  call'd, 
For  you  to  come  to  be  extol'd  : 
If  talent  is  the  pow'rful  charm, 
That's  giv'n  to  thee  reception  warm  ; 
If  they  will  come  across  the  sea, 
With  many  more  they'll  charmed  be ; 
If  subject—"  Uncle  Tom,"  I  mean — 
They  think  a  great  and  mighty  theme- — 
Just  stay  at  home — our  land's  bereft ! 
There's  not  an  "  Uncle  Tom"  here  left! 
Few  suff'rers  here  as  they  would  see, 
But  those  they've  scufT'd  across  the  sea ; 
Or  those  who've  burst  the  slavish  band, 
And  fled  with  speed  to  freedom's  land! 
If  not  enough  can  there  be  found, 
That's  ever  been  to  beggary  bound — 
Poor  Erin — bleeding,  groaning  long, 
Will  give  a  chorus  to  the  song ; 
That  better  claims  a  kindly  thought, 
From  those  who  have  to  misery  brought 
Their  land — whose  galled  spirits  feel, 
In  heart  and  soul  the  clanking  steel ! 
The  body's  nought,  it  is  the  soul, 
That  cannot  yield  to  man's  control ; 
The  body  in  bondage  may  be  found — 
The  soaring  spirit — never  bound ! 


But  hark  ye  !  what  is  that — that  we 
Hear  floating  far  from  cross  the  sea  ? 
A  sound  like  to  a  moaning  wail, 
Is  borne  from  far  on  fitful  gale; 
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It  comes  from  Erin's  sea-bound  isle— 

V/hile  love  of  thee  my  thoughts  beguile ! 

Tis  like  the  dying  swan's  last  note, 

That  on  the  balmy  breezes  float ! 

Fair  writer  !  hast  thou  forg'd  a  "Key," 

That  thou  wilt  bear  across  the-  sea  1 

Unlock  the  chains  of  Erin's  slave, 

And  bid  her  colors  proudly  wave 

O'er  her  fair  land  that  once  was  free, 

And  echo'd  to  her  minstrelsy  % 

And  can'st  thou  rend  the  patriot's  chain, 

That  plead  full  long — but  plead  in  vain, 

For  Liberty  !— at  last  was  doom'd, 

In  foreign  Land  to  be  entomb'd ! 

Poor  weeping  Erin !  could  my  weak  hand 

But  break  the  tyrant's" galling  band, 

And  bear  thy  sons  cross  ocean's  main — 

Bid  noble  hearts  rejoice  again! 

Could  words  and  tears  but  set  thee  free, 

I'd  plead  and  weep  fair  land  with  thee; 

But  eloquence  avail eth  nought, 

If  hearts  of  steel  are  those  besought ;. 

If  eloquence  would  gain  thy  cause, 

Words  are  with  thee  to  plead  thy  laws  ! 


Poor  fallen  Erin  !  who  hath  crush'd, 
And  brought  thine  honors  to  the  dust  ? 
Hast  thou  been  struggling  with  a  foe, 
That's  steep'd  thine  home  in  dregs  of  woe  ? 
Thy  sons  been  bound  in  bloody  strife, 
On  battle-field  with  horror's  rife  % 
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Did'st  thou  attack  or  ever  wield, 

Thy  sword  or  spear,  'neath  warrior's  shield, 

'Gainst  any  "land  to  gain  a  rood, 

Of  fertile  valley  or  of  wood  ? 

Then  why  should  any  thus  defile, 

And  stain  thy  name  down-trodden  Isle ! 

"  We,  like  a  lion  in  the  toil, 

Sought  to  regain  our  native  soil ; 

Chaff' d  in  our  fetters — burnt  with  shame, 

We  sought  once  more  our  rights  to  claim ; 

Proud  tyrants  !  valor  then  to  check, 
Plac'd  fetters  from  the  heel  to  neck ; 
Broke  all  the  spirit  that  remain'd, 
Our  name  is  blanch'd,  our  honor  stain'd ! 

Mourn  not !  ye  sons  of  Emerald  land, 
There's  home  for  thee  on  Columbia's  strand ! 
Where  oppression's  voice  hath  ne'er  been  heard, 
Or  battle's  din  in  horror  stirr'd 

Our  peace — since  gallant  sons  hath  broke, 

And  cast  afar  the  British  yoke  ! 

Our  land  is  shelter  for  the  poor, 

When  driv'n  from  their  native  shore  ; 

We  have  a  balm  for  hearts  that  bleed. 

And  "  never  break  the  bending  reed  !" 

We  ever  hold  a  beacon  light, 

To  guide  bewilder'd  traveller  right, 

And  when  he  gains  Columbia's  shore, 

He  counts  his  tears  and  sorrows  o'er! 

Ah  !  we  will  never  close  the  door, 

'  Gainst  Erin's  groaning,  starving  poor  ; 

When  her  best  voice  within  our  walls, 

Hath  echo'd  through  our  Congress  Halls; 
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Thine  eloquence  our  ear  hath  gain'd — 
Thy  patriot  groans,  our  hearts  have  pain'd ! 


Transported  sons  of  Erin's  land — 
Weep  not !  the  day  may  be  at  hand, 
When  friendly  aid  will  set  thee  free, 
And  wave  the  flag  of  liberty ! 
When  O'Brien,  Meagher,  and  Donohue— 
Will  feel  a  joy  they  never  knew ! 
Proclaim  aloud — "  fair  Erin's  broke, 
From  her  proud  neck  the  tyrant's  yoke  ! 
Her  sons  have  gain'd  their  native  soil, 
No  more  in.  foreign  land  to  toil — 
No  more  to  see  their  children  die, 
With  parting  breath  and.  gasping  sigh, 
Calling  for  bread  that  they  might  save, 
Their  bodies  from  an  early  grave  !" 


'Mong  daughters  of  Columbia  land, 
The  Emerald  shows  a  comely  band 
Eew  can  excel  or  e'en  compare, 
With  many  of  thy  native  fair- 
Like  moth- worm  that  hath  e'er  been  crush'd, 
Thou'st  shaken  off  oppression's  dust — 
Like  butterfly  hath  soar'd  away, 
To  bask  beneath  fair  freedom's  ray ; 
Thy  spirit  cheer'd— thy  soul  set  free, 
To  sing  the  song  of  liberty  ! 
Thy  sons  our  kindness  have  repaid — 
Hath  giv'n  their  pow'rs  and  manly  aid ; 
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In  every  rank  of  life  they  shine ; 
And  may  be  seen  in  every  line  ; 
From  senate  hall  to  tilling  soil, 
From  counting-house  to  drudging  toil — 
From  bearing  proud  our  country's  arms, 
Or  rushing  strong  to  fire's  alarms — 
From  wielding  pickaxe  or  the  spade, 
To  strutting  on  a  promenade. 
Not  few  there  are  who've  shone  among 
The  muse's  favor'd  sons  of  song  : 
How  sweet  the  theme  doth  ever  flow, 
From  pens  that  mourn  a  country's  woe  ! 
'Tis  like  the  notes  at  eventide, 
That  o'er  the  waters  gently  glide ; 
That  echo's  back  the  hearts  rich  tone, 
As  face  in  mirror  gives  its  own. 
'Tis  like  a  harp  that's  been  unstrung, 
And  on  the  willow  branches  hung; 
Till  gentle  breezes  o'er  it  float, 
And  wake  a  long  forgotten  note  ; 
Then  bolder,  stronger,  flows  the  strain, 
Till  spirit  soars  and  mounts  amain — 
Meets  kindred  ones  in  higher  sphere, 
Forgetting  sorrows  suffer'd  here. 
Sim-its  like  thine  can  ne'er  be  crush'd ; 
Or  brought  to  level  with  the  dust ! 
Though  by  oppression  sunk  thus  low, 
They  yet  will  spring  and  upward  grow  ; 
Their  course-is  toward  their  native  sphere, 
No  tyrant  hand  can  bind  them  here  ! 
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I've  painted  full  in  colors  bold, 

Such  slaves  as  England  deigns  to  hold  ; 

What  such  slaves  prove  when  once  they're  free, 

And  breathe  the  air  of  liberty  ! 

Allow  that  those  who  with  us  dwell, 

Whom  some  doth  buy  and  others  sell, 

Were  from  our  shores  to  hers  convey 'd — 

That  wool  was  into  poets  made  ; 

That  ivory  shone  in  parliament — 

The  British  growing  eloquent — 

It  would  be  quite  as  strange  as  though, 

Their  skins  were  chang'd  to  shade  of  snow ! 

The  transmigration  of  the  pow'rs, 

Would  be  as  great  as  skin  of  ours, 

To  cover  o?er  the  outward  man ; 

Or  grasp  the  heavens  with  a  span. 

It  is  not  in  them — cannot  be  ! 

Are  not  a  plenty  of  them  free, 

And  has  not  every  art  been  tried, 

To  prove  that  they  can  stand  beside, 

And  show  themselves  to  equal  be, 

With  what  lives  here  or  o'er  the  sea  1 

They  will  be  equal  when  we  figure, 

And  change  ourselves  into  a  "  nigger  !" 

They'll  equal  be  when  to  their  grade, 

We  sink  ourselves  in  nature's  shade  ! 

'Tis  wrong  they  say  to  place  them  low — 

That  God  hath  done — let  it  be  so  ! 

Or  some  will  say  their  mental  pow'rs, 

Are  equal  or  excelling  ours  ; 

But  show  the  proof  and  I'll  agree, 

Acknowledge  all  that  I  can  see : 
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If  isolated  case  is  known 

Of  genius,  that  has  ever  shone 

In  any  of  the  ebon  race, 

So  far  and  wide  has  been  the  space, 

That  one's  forgotten  e'er  is  seen 

Another  proof  to  intervene  ! 

They're  not  encourag'd !  oft  we  hear, 

For  argument  persuasive — clear  ! 

Close  in  thy  hand  meridian's  ray, 

Or  turn  the  glorious  orb  of  day — 

And  change  his  course  from  Pole  to  Pole- 

Or  bid  the  planets  cease  to  roll  ! 

As  soon  would  genius  cease  to  soar, 

All  arts  with  science  to  explore  ! 

Go  !  scatter  grain  into  the  earth, 

Forbid  its  springing  into  birth ! 

Or  place  thy  hand  on  budding  tree, 

And  bid  its  foliage  cease  to  be ; 

As  soon  would  budding  genius  die — 

As  tree  would  wither,  grain  would  lie  ! 


If  wild  fanatics  would  agree, 

As  one  and  all  to  let  them  be  ; 

And  try  themselves  to  cultivate , 

They'd  greater  far  improve  the  state 

Of  people  all,  both  black  and  white  ; 

For  certain  'tis  a  comic  sight, 

To  see  the  effort  that  is  made, 

To  something  do  with  nigger  trade; 

You  take  them  North,  where  all's  been  done 

Man  could  invent  to  bring  them  on, 
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To  join  with  whites  and  equal  be 

In  every  branch  of  high  degree  ; 

They'll  puff  and  swell  and  fill  the  street, 

And  if  you  happen  them  to  meet 

On  walk  or  pave — their  manners  say —  • 

"  Let  Gemmen  pass — stand  out  de  way  /" 

They've  plac'd  them  on  the  speaker's  stand, 

And  giv'n  them  subjects  to  expand ; 

They'll  flourish  and  create  a  din — 

Expansion  ever  turns  within  ! 

Turn  as  you  will  they'll  be  no  bigger — 

And  rub  and  sift,  they'll  come  out  nigger  ! 

Then  take  them  South,  and  you  will  find 

The  ebon  race  a  different  kind  ; 

They  happy  were  till  from  afar, 

They  heard  of  freedom,  all  cried  ';  whar  !" 

They  thought  'twas  something — noble — grand  ! 

That  would  come  riding  to  their  land, 

Or  else  some  man  to  bring  them  money, 

"  Or  gib  'em  nuff  ob  good  sweet  honey  !" 

But  when  they  heard  from  knavery, 

We'll  free  you  all  from  slavery  ! 

"  What  datf  'Tis  from  your  masters,  run, 

And  we  will  show  you  all  nice  fun  ; 

We'll  take  you  where  you'll  live  at  ease, 

Do  what  you  like,  and  as  you  please; 

If  slave's  unhappy,  you  have  done  it! 

If  they're  in  trouble,  you  begun  it ! 

You've  riveted  their  chains  the  faster — 

Gain'd  many  a  slave  a  harder  master ! 

Stop,  ye  madmen — stop  and  ponder— 

Ere  from  the  right  you  farther  wander  ! 
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Can  any  man  think  he's  correct, 
When  laws  of  God  he  doth  reject '? 
When  calling  loud  on  His  great  name — - 
Doth  curse  his  works,  His  counsels  blame ! 


The  South  do  count  it  evil  great, 

And  glad  would  place  in  freedom  state, 

The  slaves — and  bid  them  rove  afar, 

If  they  should  choose  to  Polar  star! 

If  to  the  Pole  they  would  depart, 

They  'd  bid  them  pack  and  q-uickly  start ! 

To  set  them  free  to  wander  o'er, 

And  fill  our  land  from  shore  to  shore — 

With  set  of  vagabonds  to  live. 

On  what  they  steal  or  others  give  ; 

An  evil  greater  far  would  be, 

Than  keep  them  still  in  slavery. 

Slavery?  Ah  !  Why  call  it  thus? 

To  them  a  blessing — not  a  curse  I 

See  children  hang  on  "  Missus'  knee, 

Like  possums  hanging  to  a  tree  !" 

Some  laugh  and  sing,  some  jabber,  prate — 

While  hand  would  smooth  the  woolly  pate. 

If  slavery  this  !  e'er  they  should  roam — 

Give  every  child  a  slavish  home  ! 

I've  only  march'd  the  circle  round, 

That  doth  enclose  the  subject's  bound  ; 

I've  done — if  should  occasion  be — 

What  others  might  not  do  for  me; 

Endeavor'd,  though  with  feeble  hand, 

To  wipe  a  stain  from  native  land ! 
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To  give  her  justice  that  is  due, 
That  to  her  laws  she's  ever  true ; 
To  bid  the  stranger  welcome  guest, 
And  give  the  weary  traveller  rest ! 
To  bind  and  soothe  the  wounded  heart, 
And  in  its  sorrows  share  a  part — 
That  all  shall  free  and  equal  be, 
As  far  as  pow'rs  and  mind  agree! 
That  talent,  though  t)f  humble  birth, 
Shall  be  respected  for  its  worth — 
That  genius  ne'er  shall  struggling  moan, 
'■'•She-  aids  all- others,  not  her  ownV' 
Ah,  genius  !  bitter  is  thy  lot, 
Whether  in  palace  or  in  cot ! 
If  you  are  of  the  highest  grade- 
In  walks  of  life,  thou  art  afraid 
Of  gibing  laugh,  and  scoffing  sneer, 
Of  those  that  choose  a  different  sphere  ; 
You  do  not  stoop  to  fashion's  shrine, 
And  count  her  follies  all  divine  ; 
They  think  you  are  a  fool  or  dupe — 
They  view  the  mirror — there's  the  group  ! 
How  meagre  to  thee,  the  idol  theirs, 
How  vain  their  course  to  thee  appears ; 
They  cannot  see  on  the  surface  glow, 
The  riches  of  the  depths  below; 
The  groaning  spirit  cannot  hear, 
Nor  can  they  bid  it  quake  with  fear  ! 
The  outward  sense  at  first  doth  shrink, 
Like  new-fledg'd  swimmer  on  the  brink., 
When  launch'd  into  the  rolling  wave, 
Fear  not  its  flow  or  wat'ry  grave  S 
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But  if  thy  course  be  humble,  low, 
With  fate  combating,  onward  go  ! 
You'll  need  herculean  arm  to  wield — 
A  lion  heart  to  be  your  shield — - 
A  face  of  brass,  a  nerve  of  steel — 
A  soul  that  dare  not,  will  not  feel! 


The  only  course  to  be  pursued 
To  rise  above  all  matter  crude, 
Is,  to  mark  the  goal  to  be  attain'd ; 
Nor  tire  or  faint  till  end  is  gain'd ! 
Heedless  of  all  but  right  doth  seem — 
Seek  not  applause  !  like  morning's  beam, 
The  honors  of  earth  will  pass  away— - 
Or  departing  sun  at  close  of  day  ; 
And  leave  you  in  darkness  deeper  fa. , 
Than  lowering  sky  with  hidden  star ! 
Though  some  will  honor  loud  profess, 
And  try  your  friendship  to  possess — 
Beware !  and  well  the  motive  scan, 
For  selfish,  false,  is  heart  of  man  ; 
His  only  aim,  and  will  perhap, 
Your  heart  to  snare — your  feet  entrap  ! 
(Unless  you  could  an  access  know, 
Into  a  skin  where  wool  doth  grow  ; 
With  certain  class — much  gratified — 
Would  all  your  powr's  be  magnified.) 
Heed  not  the  envious,  blacken'd  heart, 
Or  poison'd  sting  of  sland'rous  dart ! 
But  fearless  toil  through  thorns  and  fire — 
Still  onward — upward — higher — Higher  ! 
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Till  reaching  firm  transcendent  sphere, 
Caring  for  nought  that  grovels  here  ! 
My  genius  turn  to  the  last  word, 
My  point  of  gold  did  there  record — 
"  Caring  for  nought  that  grovels  here, 
When  thou  hast  reach'd  a  higher  sphere  ?" 
I  care  not  for  malicious  strife, 
That's  fill'd  my  heart  with  sorrows  rife  ! 
I  care  not  for  the  envious  heart, 
That's  bid  my  happiness  depart ! 
I  care  not  for  the  sland'rous  foe, 
That  soaring  far  I've  left  below  ! 
I  care  not  for  earth's  shining  god, 
That  binds  man  to  her  loathsome  sod ; 
That  knows  no  other  God  to  fear —         • 
Cause  widow's  groan  and  orphan's  tear- 
Oppression  gives  and  to  the  dust, 
Tread  all  that's  noble,  great  and  just !" 
"  Immortal  though  thy  spirit  be, 
Thou'rt  bound  to  earth  of  low  degree ; 
Mortal  thy  bonds — to  mortal  riv'n, 
Can'st  ne'er  be  free  till  it  is  giv'n 
By  Hand  that  lent  thee  mortal  breath, 
And  angels  waft  o'er  sea  of  death  !" 
"I  groaning  view  the  soul  of  fire, 
That  to  greater,  nobler  things  aspire ; 
While  sordid  hand  doth  bind  them  down- 
They  struggling  for  immortal  crown  ! 
A  fire  that  like  a  mighty  rod, 
Is  held  within  the  hand  of  God — 
Is  scorching,  burning,  deep  within, 
Refining  soul  from  dross  and  sin :" 
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"  Reach  down  thine  hand  and  lend  an  aid, 
To  aspiring  souls  by  affliction  staid  ; 
And  raise  them  from  degraded  state ; 
Kept  down  by  those,  in  Ebon  pate. 
See  beauties  far  excelling  thine — 
So  high,  so  noble,  yea,  Divine ! 
Who'd  gladly  see  thy  spirit  crush'd 
If  slave  could  rise  upon  thy  dust !" 
A  mania  like  a  plague-spot  raves, 
Throughout  our  land  regarding  slaves  ; 
Like  car  of  Juggernaut  it  rolls, 
Regardless  of  bodies  and  of  souls  ! 
Were  more  pens  wielded  and  more  strife, 
To  show  the  real  ills  of  life  ; 
And  when  once  shown,  seek  to  restore, 
To  proper  stand  our  worthy  poor ; 
Not  every  class  and  every  grade, 
Of  foreign  stamp,  degree,  and  shade, 
Take  rights  and  honors  from  their  hand, 
To  be  oppressed  in  native  land ! 
Britain  is  sending  to  our  shores, 
Her  starving  poor  by  hundred  scores  ; 
Inquire  why  this  is  allowed  to  be — 
"  We  have  a  right  as  well  as  thee/" 
"  Our  sons  did  fight  and  struggling  toil  /" 
"  Your  heroes  were  born  on  British  soil!'''' 
This  minds  me  of  two  boys  I  knew, 
Who'd  ever  been  good  friends  and  true  ; 
Till  both  attach'd  to  a  fav'rite  tool, 
They  thought  to  gain  it  by  the  rule 
Knock  down,  drag  out,  see  who's  the  best ! 
And  ever  thus  let  matters  rest. 
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At  blows  they  went — hard  knocks  dealt  free ! 

The  weakest  gave  up  and  did  agree 

The  other  had  won,  and  thus  decided — 

The  tool  was  his  and  undivided ! 

At  length  he  notic'd  with  what  pleasure, 

His  comrade  used  the  twelve  inch  measure ; 

He  came,  demanded  right  to  share, 

Rude  words,  nor  impudence  did  spare — 

"  My  right  is  equal  as  you  see — 

I  fought  for  it  as  well  as  thee  /" 


Another  mania — may  be  worse — 
Is  proving  to  our  land  a  curse  ; 
Nought  can  be  sold  that  has  been  made 
Prom  starting  point  within  our  trade ; 
.To  each  and  all  must  be  attach'd, 
On  every  article — be  patch'd, 
A  title  of  some  foreign  kind, 
Or  else  a  sale  it  ne'er  can  find : 
Must  be  French  this,  or  English  that ! 
From  race-horse  to  a  favorite  cat — 
From  chariot  that  bedecks  our  street, 
T®  tip  of  gaiter  on  the  feet : 
The  Paris  fashions — ."  all  the  go"— 
Must  of  no  other  think  or  know  ! 
Must  walk  French — talk  French — even  laugh  ! 
Must  have  French  soap — French  liquors  quaff, 
Must  dance  French,  prance  French,  and  French  sleep, 
Must  lounge  French,  and  in  French  mirrors  peep- 
French  air,  French  grace.,  and  a  French  twist- 
French  collars,  ruffles  'round  the  wrist ! 
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Must  sing  Italian — opera  style  ! 
Head-dress  Victoria — of  Trench  lysle. 


I've  shown  the  fashions  on  the  fair, 
In  which  they  all  partake  and  share ; 
The  gents  I  hope  will  not  feel  slighted, 
That  they  my  pen  have  not  indited  ; 
And  I  ask  pardon — seldom  see 
Their  fashions,  howe'er  nice  they  be ; 
Saw  Kossuth  hat — see  finger  ring — 
And  baubles  hung  to  golden  string — 
See  boots  and  hat,  and  stripes  between — 
A  bar,  that  makes  it  plaid  I  ween  ; 
No  doubt  French  hats  and  boots  I  see — 
Some  name  to  pants  that  will  agree. 


And  wTill  our  people  not  take  a  station, 
That  becomes  an  independent  nation'? 
And  boast  that  all  we  have  and  wear, 
Was  manufactur'd  here  not  there  I 
Let  each  and  all  be  American  true  I 
And  be  our  pride  what  Americans  dot 
We  have  our  laws,  but  all  doth  find, 
That  custom 's  laws  more  strongly  bind; 
And  habit — an  intriguing  rogue — 
Will  make  us  yield  to  what's  in  vogue ! 
It  requires  now  more  courage  far, 
Than  in  our  Revolution's  war, 
To  claim  to  be  American  true ! 
Not  half  the  danger  did  accrue 
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You  now  would  be  consider'd  wild, 

And  treated  as  a  maniac  child  ; 

If  on  our  pave  you  should  appear, 

In  American  garb  distinct  and  clear; 

And  as  we  ought  in  nature's  grace, 

Without  a  foreign  mincing  pace. 

"  And  labor  ?  Ah,  what  vulgar  thought ! 

W  ho  would  to  labor  e'er  be  brought ; 

With  soiled  hand  and  labor  stain, 

The  idea  brings  a  torturing  pain  !" 

Ah  !  mortal,  stop — yea  think — reflect ! 

With  baubles  gay  thou  art  bedeck'd ; 

Whose  hands  have  made  what  thou  dost  wear  1 

What  hardships  cost— what  grief,  what  care  ? 

Perhaps  each  toy  hath  heard  a  groan, 

At  midnight  hour  the  widow's  moan, 

As  she  sat  toiling  by  childhood  dear, 

And  o'er  her  orphan  dropp'd  a  tear ; 

Or  mourning  a  husband's  fallen  doom, 

That's  leading  to  untimely  tomb — 

Each  hope  is  wreck'd — and  deep  despair, 

Is  stamp'd  upon  her  brow  of  care ! 

This  is  not  painted — fancy  alL — 

The  heart  that  dictates,  knows  it  all ! 

"  Labor  degrading  %  what  a  stain 

Thou'st  cast  upon  a  Maker's  name  ! 

Who  all  things  made  with  His  own  hand — 

And  labor  stamped  with  holy  brand! 

When  in  the  papers  of  the  day, 

You  there  behold  in  long  array, 

The  tales  of  murder,  blood  and  strife, 

Where  reckless  of  a  fellow's  life. 
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Vile  wretches  hath  perform'd  a  deed, 
Cause  frame  to  shiver — heart  to  bleed  ! 
Or  some  who've  rent  all  law  asunder, 
And  turn'd  out  for  to  steal  and  plunder ; 
As  guilty  they  who  doth  refuse, 
Tcrsix  days  labor"  or  excuse 
Themselves  from  toil,  upon  the  plea, 
That  they  can  live  without  the  fee  t 
As  guilty  of  violating  ways, 
Mark'd  out  by  God  in  early  days ; 
As  guilty  of  breaking  His  command. 
As  if  they  join'd  an  outlaw  band  ! 

"  Work  away  ! 
Tor  the  master's  eye  is  on  us — 
Never  off  us,  still  upon  us- — ■ 
Night  and  day ! 

Work  away  !" 
Tor  the  master  gives  example  ; 
Who  shall  ever  dare  to  trample. 
On  His  laws,  or  disobey 
His  command  to  "  ivork  aivayV 
"  Six  days  labor"  each  and  all, 
None  exempt— rich,  great  or  small ; 
Work  with  needle,  loom  or  plough, 
Till  each  can  show  a  sweaty  brow  ; 
Work  from  dawn  to  twilight  hour, 
Work  with  all  thy  might  and  pow'r, 
As  the  master  gave  command — 
Work  ye  all  with  thine  own  hand  I 

"  Wqrk  away  I" 
Who  shall  ever  dare  to  linger, 
On  the  road  our  Master  trod  1 
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Who  shall  dare  to  point  the  finger. 
Scorning  those  approv'd  of  God  1 
Let  each  follow,  tho'  the  road 
Lead  through  mountain,  marsh,  or  wood ; 
Follow  on  with  steady  eye, 
Till  the  promis'd  land  you  spy  ; 
There  awaits  a  ^day  of  rest," 
For  the  traveller  weary,"  worn  ! 
There  we'll  find  our  Father's  mansion,  . 
Shelt'ring  from  the  pelting  storm  ! 
Oh  !  glorious  day — - 

"  Work  away  !'•' 

"  Work  away !" 
For  the  Father's  eye  is  viewing, 
All  the  talents  he  hath,  lent ; 
While  His  busy  hand  is  strewing, 
And  our  debt  is  still  accruing, 
For  his  many  blessings  sent ! 
Untie  the  nj^pkin  !  quick — with  speed  ! 
Lest  the  Father's  eye  doth  heed, 
Talents  lying  unimprov'd, 
And  His  holy  anger's  mov'cl, 
To  give  His  servants  dread  command ; 
Go  !  take  the  talent  from  his  hand, 
And  give  to  him  that's  toiling  been, 
Who's  gain'd  ten  talents  more  to  ten — 

"  Work  away !" 
For  the  Master's  eye  is  on  us — 
Never,  never,  turn'd  away  ! 
"Six  days  toil"  that  on  the  seventh, 
Ye  may  know  a  day  of  rest — 
For  God  hath  ?vd  to  those  who  labor, 
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And  only  those,  the  Sabbath's  blest; 

Then  "  work  away  !" 
That  ye  may  "  rest''''  the  Sabbath  day  ! 


Keep  your  pow'rs  ever  winging, 

Never  resting  on  their  way  ;  8 

That  they  ever  may  be  bringing, 

Wisdom  from  the  source  of  day  ! 

What!  though  the  Master's  kindly  strewn, 

Upon  your  path  earth's  glitt'ring  dust ; ' 

Scatter  wide  among  the  needy, 

Lest  your  treasures  gather  rust ! 

Hark  !  He  says  to  servants  hir'd — 

Where  much  is  given,  is  much  requir'd  ! 

Then  work  away ! 
Up  with  lark  at  light  of  day ! 
Eest  not  at  morn — rest  not  at  noon  ! 
You'll  hear  the  Master's  voice  full  soon, 
Cry,  faithful  servant,  "  Come  away  !" 
When  ye  shall  reap  what  ye  have  sown, 
And  gather  treasures  here  unknown; 

Then  "  work  away  !" 
Never  dare  to  go  astray  ! 
Work  with  vigor  and  with  zest, 
Till  the  Master  bids  you  rest ! 


All  running  after  some  delusion, 
Complaining  of  some  great  intrusion  ; 
"  Our  '  rights'  we'll  have,  the  women  say, 
"  Our  '  rights'  we'll  have,  and  our  own  way; 
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'Tis  '  right'  for  us  to  guide  and  school, 
And  in  our  land  to'  hold  a  rule ! 
We  know  as  much  as  he  that  blocks 
Our  way  unto  the  ballot-box ; 
We  in  our  land  should  have  a  voice, 
And  in  its  rulers  make  a  choice." 


Achievement  greatest  that  I  can  see,  • 
To  teach  thy  sons  what  they  should  be ; 
And  qualify  to  fill  a  place, 
That  thou  dost  seek  thyself  to  grace  ; 
Close  watch  the  budding,  opening  mind, 
On  each  fresh  leaf  a  virtue  bind  ; 
Correct  with  firm  unswerving  rod, 
Impress  on  them  the  laws  of  God  ; 
And  as  they  on  to  manhood  grow, 
Mark  well  th'  example  that  you  show ; 
The  precepts  that  you  there  implant, 
And  keep  them  from  the  dang'rous  haunt, 
Where  meet  the  vicious  and  the  vain — 
Their  minds  to  swerve,  their  fame  to  stain  ! 
You  never  need  to  have  a  fear — 
In  proper  place  they  will  appear-! 
To  highest  station  they'll  be  borne ; 
And  e'er  that  station  will  adorn. 


Teach  thy  fair  daughters  to  appear, 
Within  their  own  appointed  sphere  ; 
To  shine  in  modest  virtue  there, 
And  of  their  course  have  watchful  care! 


36 


Teach  them  industrious  part  to  bear, 
And  in  thy  duties  take  a  share  ; 
That  fitted  they  to  enter  life, 
As  friend — companion — sister — wife  ! 
Such  daughters  soon  would  elected  be, 
To  highest  place  of  earth's  degree  ; 
To  shine — adorn  a  sphere  so  bright, 
That  angels  might  envy  them  a  '•*  right !" 
God's  wisest  servant  did  compare, 
A  virtuous  wife  to  rubies  rare — ■ 
A  ruby  bright,  without  a  stain  ; 
And  if  she  would  thus  bright  remain, 
Must  of  the  "setting"  have  a  care  ; 
~Foy  in  its  nature  she  will  share  ; 
If  pure  like  to  reflected  ray, 
They'll  brighter  shine  from  day  to  day ; 
If  it  adulterated  -be- — 
Like  spurious  coin  it  may  £>ctss  free — 
It  will  corrode  and  show  a  stain, 
Upon  the  gem  it  doth  contain. 
Let  man  but  take  as  he  should  do, 
A  fair,  a  retrospective  view— • 
What  caused  this  confusion  that  appears, 
And  all  this  bustle  'bout  his  ears, 
Of  u  Woman's  rights,"  contention,  strife— 
Who  shall  be  man,  and  who  the  wife'? 
"  Why  cannot  woman  still  be  quiet, 
And  not  be  making  such  a  riot?" 
'Tis  best  that  man  should  hear 'the  truth, 
Prom  one  that  does  not  fear — forsooth  ! 
To  show  the  course  that  he's  pursued, 
And  on  a;ood  nature  would  intrude  : 


It  did  not  trouble  man  to  see, 

Frail  woman  bound  to  drudgery  : 

Greater  % — Yes  !  a  thousand  fold, 

Than  of  a  slave  could  e'er  be  told  . 

He  was  not  troubled  at  the  sight, 

Of  flowing  tear  at  dead  of  night ! 

When  to  his  home  he'd  reeling  come, 

From  some  vile  haunt  or  brother  home — 

Yea — come  to  add  another  pang, 

To  heart  that's  pierc'd  with  serpent's  fang  ! 

Come  to  a  home  that's  been  neglected, 

And  not  one  right  of  hers  respected, 

Of  whom  he  gain'd  a  virgin  love ; 

Pure  as  that  in  worlds  above, 

Is  borne  on  seraph's  star-lit  wing, 

And  tunes  their  harps  of  gold'n  string  ! 

He  was  not  troubled  day  by  day, 

To  see  her  blighted  fade  away — 

As  long  as  she'd  consent  to  fade — 

To  bear  her  lot  and  ne'er  upbraid, 

It  all  went  well— and  as  some  views, 

That  she  was  made  for  man  to  abuse ! 

But  when  her  spirit  at  the  test, 

Whether  to  sink,  or  strive  to  wrest 

Asunder  chains,  that  to  the  dust, 

Would  drag  herself  forever  crush'd  ! 

She  burst  them  wide,  and  toward  the  skies, 

Strove  from  her  bondage  far  to  rise ! 

Ah — man  !  you  must  not  blame  her  more, 

If  at  first  flight  she  high  did  soar — 

You  blaming,  say,  she's  far  outside, 

And  does  not  in  her  sphere  abide ! 
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Then  clear  the  way  !  give  her  a  place, 
That  she  her  native  sphere  may  grace ! 
She  in  her  sphere  ? — she  has  none  left ! 
It  is  from  her  weak  hands  bereft ! 
Just  clear  the  way  !  and  I'll  agree, 
That  in  her  place  you  soon  wilL  see, 
Her  quiet — happy — will  atone, 
For  all  the  ills  she's  ever  done 
Creation's  lord,  and  is  believ'd, 
He'll  feel  his  rights  full  well  retriev'd  ; 
And  not  have  cause  to  e'er  again, 
Of  woman's  rudeness  to  complain  ! 


WOMAN'S  POSITION. 

Oh !  who  would  wish  to  see  a  change, 

Where  nature's  circlet  binds, 
The  holly-branch  and  laurel  with 

The  bright  and  tender  vines  1 
Where  towering  sunflower  firmly  stands, 

To  buff  the  mighty  storm  ; 
And  shield  the  trembling  violet  'neath 

His  broad  protecting  arm  ! 


Or  who  would  list  to  music's  tones, 
And  own  a  charm  was  there  ? 

If  not  the  soft  and  dulcet  notes, 
Were  blended  sweet  and  rare? 
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Or  who  would  wish  to  ever  view, 

The  eagle's  lofty  wing  ; 
And  never  turn  to  the  tender  dove, 

Or  hear  the  linnet  sing  ^ 

Who'd  wish  to  see  frail  woman  stand, 

And  wield  ambition's  rod  % 
And  turn  from  course  that  nature  gave, 

Mark'd  out  by  hand  of  God ! 
Nay— let  her  dwell  in  vine-clad  bow'r, 

Nor  feel  the  pow'rful  storm  ; 
That  mocks  the  strength  of  man  to  guide, 

Or  shield  his  sturdy  form  ! 

Oh !  let  it  be  mild  woman's  task, 

To  guide  the  fountain  streams  ; 
As  they  gurgle  out  from  infant  minds, 

And  warm  in  wisdom's  beams  ! 
Let  her  with  fond  maternal  care 

The  youthful  passions  guide — 
Teach  stern  control  and  point  the  way 

Where  virtues  ever  bide  ! 


But  never  let  ambitious  man, 

In  wild  and  fierce  career, 
Forget  the  cheek  that  pales  while  he 

His  madden' d  course  doth  steer — 
Like  guiding  star  she'll  ever  watch, 

However  rough  the  way  ; 
Would  bear  the  night  of  life,  if  he 

Might  ever  view  the  day  ! 
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All  claiming  "  right"  they  cannot  reach — 

Some  "  right"  to  office,  some  to  preach ! 

But  when  their  "  right11  they  once  have  gain'd, 

Is  it  the  "  right"  they  have  obtain'd  ? 

The  very  right  they've  sought  so  long,   • 

Perhaps  when  prov'd  will  be  right  wrong ! 

Some  count  their  neighbors  all  in  wrong — 

While  neighbor  tunes  them  back  the  song ! 

There's  on  one  subject  all  agree— 

The  one  that's  right  is  always  "  meP\ 

It  requires  a  head  full  long  I  ween, 

To  know  the  right  when  it  is  seen  ! 

Best  test  yourselves  by  rule  of  right ; 

You'll  understand  the  matter  quite ; 

Just  bring  yourself  into  the  .school, 

And  test  your  heart  by  "  golden  rule  ! 

Have  I  been  doing — let  me  see — 

As  I'd  have  others  do  to  me? 

Have  I  been  wielding  unjust  rod, 

That  I  would  fear  in  hand  of  God  ? 

Have  I  been  dealing  honest— fair  ? 

Can  I  with  holy  writ  compare 

My  motives,  and  stand  justified, 

At  bar  of  God  when  I  am  tried  ? 

If  you  would  stand  in  firm  array, 

The  test  upon  that  final  day — 

Inquire  each  night  at  throne  Divine, 

Is  my  name  fair  in  book  of  Thine'? 

And  now  with  true  and  honest  zest, 

We'll  show  right  base  on  which  to  rest! 

Let  each  and  all  but  cultivate 

Their  powers,  to  fit  them  for  a  state, 
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Where'er  they  are,  whether  high  or  low — 
Endeavor  the  right  to  e'er  bestow — 
Endeavor  the  right  yourselves  to  learn- — 
And  practice  right  where'er  you  turn  ! 
We'll  find  all  right  when  we  have  pass'd 
From  this  to  the  right  world  at  last ! 


A  Mania  still — the  last  referr'd — 
Not  least !  for  it  hath  ever  stirr'd, 
And  to  the  centre  shook  the  earth, 
Erom  this  time  back  to  Adam's  birth ! 
An  eagerness  for  a  little  more  ! 
Was  seen  on  Eden's  new-born  shore, 
When  God  withheld  but  one  fair  tree — 
"  I  give  all  else — all  blessings  free  !" 
But  Adam  could  not  give  it  o'er— 
He  must  possess  a  little  morel 
When  of  the  apple  he'd  partaken. 
Too  late  to  guilt  he  did  awaken, 
To  save  himself  from  low  disgrace, 
With  which  he  tainted  all  his  race  ! 
Then  was  pronoun c'd  on  him  the  curse 
Of  labor.    Ah  !  yet  how  much  worse, 
Is  love  of  pelf,  from  it  obtain'd, 
That  proves  a  curse  when  once  is  gain'd ! 
And  next  we  see  in  master  Cain, 
Bright  shining  forth  parental  stain  ; 
And  each  from  that  time  unto  this, 
Have  made  their  gains  a  worldly  bliss! 
All  ills  of  life  that's  e'er  b„een  told, 
May  be  summ'd  up  in  love  of  gold! 
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The  love  of  gold,  hath  prisons  built, 
And  fill'd  their  cells  with  crime  and  guilt ; 
The  love  of  gold,  hath  scaffolds  rear'd, 
And  at  the  stake  the  martyr  sear'd ! 
While  all  will  rush  to  foreign  shore, 
Hoping  to  gain  a  little  more  ! 
The  wail  of  woe  is  heard  from  far, 
The  groan  of  strife,  contention,  war  ! 
And  when  once  heard,  no  more  is  thought, 
All  aid  would  be  too  dearly  bought! 
But  let  the  news  come  floating  o'er, 
Gold — gold  !  upon  a  distant  shore  ! 
Electric  fluid  ne'er  could  fire — 
So  warm  the  soul  with  strong  desire  ! 
Affection's  ties  all  rent  asunder, " 
The  man  is  chang'd  into  a  wonder ! 
He  like  a  maniac  raves  about — 
Of  his  disease,  none  have  a  doubt — 
A  craving  for  the  golden  god — 
A  thirst  to  dig  on  foreign  sod! 
From  tender  wife  and  children  part, 
Their  tears  and  smiles  move  not  his  heart. 
"  My  god — my  god  !  I  worship  first ! 
Let  me  but  get  the  yellow  dust, 
And  when  my  satiate  heart  is  free, 
Oh  !  God,  Supreme,  I'll  tend  to  thee  ! 
When  1  have  added  to  my  store — 
And  gain'd  myself  a  little  more  V 


Some  not  so  bold,  try  to  deceive, 
And  make  their  fellow-kind  believe 
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Their  motivespure,  their  soul  sincere, 

Their  spirit,  honor,  conscience,  clear  ! 

"  I  wear  the  garb- — why  don't  you  see? 

That  e'er  denotes  self- piety  1 

I  profess  to  love  and  worship  God 

Our  Saviour,  who  the  wine-press  trod — 

I  worship  Him  from  day  to  day, 

In  secret  to  my  God  I  pray  !" 

Seek  not  too  close  in  room  or  cellar, 

Lest  you  will  find  that  god  is  yellow  ! 

At  first — a  chest  of  wood  contain'd, 

The  treasures  that  his  hand  had  gained  ; 

But  soon  he  finds  that  iron  band, 

So  fast  the  golden  rays  expand— 

Is  requisite  to  hold  it  fast, 

And  of  strong  iron  makes  a  cast ; 

And  as  he  gains  the  yellow  ore, 

The  love  of  it  is  still  much  more — 

His  heart  is  press'd  with  golden  grace, 

And  gets  for  that  an  iron  case  ! 

That  is  impenetrable  quite, 

As  iron  cnest,  or  manble  site ! 

He  digs  all  'round  the  fountain's  bow, 

That  lesser  streams  to  it  shall  flow  ; 

He  often  digs  through  widow's  heart, 

And  orphan's  tear  will  form  a  part, 

Of  wealth,  that  miser  hearts  adore — 

In  secret  smiles — "  Fve  gained  some  more  /" 

Some  chemists  are — make  yellow  dust, 

From  wounded  souls  and  spirits  crush'd; 

And  ever  gain  a  little  more, 

By  "  grinding  faces  of  the  poor  !" 
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But  to  all  those  who  wealth  do  crave, 

I  pray  you  never  buy  a  slave ; 

For  they  will  e'er  a  burden  -prove, 

And  will  not  bring  the  god' you  love  ! 

In  buying  them,  you  them  set  free, 

Then  who's  the  slave  ?  the  proof  is,  thee  ! 

Unless  an  "  Uncle  Tom"  is  found, 

And  more  with  him  in  bondage  bound, 

And  penn'd,  as  gilded  fancy  drew, 

The  ills  that  barely  might  accrue , 

From  holding  slave  in  friendly  grasp, 

Bather  than  chain  of  iron  hasp  ! 

We  bless  the  hand  that  firmly  bound, 

Our  "Uncle  Tom" — in  misery  found — 

That  true  to  Christian  charity, 

Unloos'd  his  bands  and  set  him  free  ; 

And  most  of  all,  with  sorrows  rife, 

The  link  that  binds  to  mortal  life ! 

For  hearts  like  ours  would  e'er  be  pain'd, 

If  of  a  truth  our  land  was  stain'd, 

With  such  a  blot  as  "  Uncle  Tom" — 

Knew  not  his  chaims  were  wrested  from 

His  hands  and  heart — his  soul  set  free — 

And  as  our  slaves  felt  liberty  ! 

Our  "  Uncle  Tom"  brought  golden  store — 

His  "  Cabin  Key"  a  little  more! 


A  "  Key"  there  is  that  opes  apart, 
The  secret  chambers  of  the  heart ; 
Although  the  golden  god  is  there, 
They  view,  but  cannot  have  a  share ; 


45 

Neither  do  they  crave,  as  they  foreboded— 
The  spirit's  dark — its  home  corroded ! 
The  "  Key"  possessing  magic  art, 
That  opes  to  view  the  human  heart, 
Is  in  affliction's  furnace  made, 
Where  golden  god  hath  never  staid  ! 
The  only  light  that  forge  to  cheer, 
Shines  forth  from  wisdom's  fountain  clear  ! 
And  pours  its  rays  throughout  the  soul, 
Till  it  is  held  in  firm  control ! 
The  yellow  god  cannot  abide, 
There's  not  a  spot  his  form  to  hide — ■ 
And  yet  its  wealth  is  greater  far, 
Than  golden  mine,  or  monarch's  star ! 
And  all  I  ask  at  wisdom's  store 
Is,  give  me  little — yea,  much  more  ! 
One  pray'r  to  wisdom's  fount  I  bring, 
Oh  !  spurn  it  not,  my  heavenly  King ! 
Let  thy  wealth  flow,  that  like  the  sea, 
All  boundless,  fathomless  shall  be ! 
Oh !  let  it  hourly  from  thy  throne, 
On  angel's  shining  wing  be  borne — 
Such  wisdom  as  gives  theme  of  love,    x 
And  tunes  the  angel  harps  above ! 


